THE BOYHOOD OF FREDERICK THE GREAT
BUT the mind of Frederic William was so ill regu-
lated, that all his inclinations became passions, and
all his passions partook of the character of moral and
intellectual disease. His parsimony degenerated into sor-
did avarice. His taste for military pomp and order became
a mania, like that of a Dutch burgomaster for tulips,
or that of a member of the Roxburghe Club for Caxtons.
While the envoys of the court of Berlin were in a state
of such squalid poverty as moved the laughter of foreign
capitals, while the food placed before the princes and
princesses of the blood-royal of Prussia was too scanty
to appease hunger, and so bad that even hunger loathed
it, no price was thought too extravagant for tall recruits.
The ambition of the King was to form a brigade of
giants, and every country was ransacked by his agents
for men above the ordinary stature. These researches
were not confined to Europe. No head that towered above
the crowd in the bazaars of Aleppo, of Cairo, or of Surat,
could escape the crimps of Frederic William. One Irish-
man more than seven feet high, who was picked up in
London by the Prussian ambassador, received a bounty
of near thirteen hundred pounds sterling, very much
more than the ambassador's salary. This extravagance
was the more absurd, because a stout youth of five feet
eight, who might have been procured for a few dollars,
would in all probability have been a much more valuable
soldier. But to Frederic William, this huge Irishman
was what a brass Otho, or a Vinegar Bible, is to a collector
of a different kind.
It is remarkable, that though the main end of Frederic